
HE scowling gates of the jail swung
wide and two men emerged into the
sunlight. They jostled each other in

their cagncrncss to reach the street, as
if they feared that some excuse might
yet he found to detain them.

Now that they had gained the open
and knew they were free, they paused
irresolute, glanced back toward the prison,
and stood still, gaping; it seemed almost
as though they had already tired of be-

ing .masterlcss and were coveting cap-

tivity.
The warder, who had unlocked the

yatcs, leaned acainst the stonework.
jangling his keys, watching them with quiet cynicism.
He had seen it all before, how the routine and the
iron discipline made weaklings out of men, robbing
even the most daring of their initiative. He knew that
the crudest punishment of most prisoners is not en-

dured in the cells, but in the first hours of release.
"Cheer up, boys," he said, kindly; "you'll get used

tn It. Seems kind o' strange at first, don't it, after all
t! fe years;

One of the men nodded. He was an r, whlte- -

!i "-- and broken; he had been a sneak thief for
v k ard of half a century and had spent two-thir-

f Hs manhood peering out from grison gratings.
l,r wis accustomed to be subservient; so he gave a

"' smile and whispered hoarsely, "I guess we'll
through all right, mister; and, if they don't use us

, ' over there," waving his hand vaguely to indi- -i

c that was not captive, "we can always
(' i 1'i'ig and get brought back here."

' ' fcond man frowned angrily at hearing himself
i ''ion in the last part of this sentence. He was
much younger than his companion, and did not look
r rr tbirtv. Tall and athletic in build, he carried him-f'- f

with an crcctncss which was almost military. His
fr Hiead was broad, his features clean-cu- t and
Hinlarly, his eyes gray and naturally honest. Despite
Hs close-croppe- d hair and unfashionable attire, he had
,1 indefinable distinction and courtesy of a gentleman
In 'Hi and bred.

rurning to the warder impatiently, he asked, "Can
'ell me the way to the nearest station? I want

to ' ' ard a train going eastward."
"'he warder laughed cood-natured- ; he was amused

- tin's sudden resurrection of caste-spir- it in a man
v ' vn i' might have been his duty to have flogged

' ,!,, "Well, well!" he exclaimed. "So you've
; ' inpi.rj.mt business already! We didn't give you

' r f a chance to get up the geography of this old
n l",n first you came here, did we?"

'i he give the desired information. As he stepped
I !n'o the jail and the two men moved away, he

"cd cut after them: "Say, boys, if you're ever hard-- I

and want a bed and breakfast, you know where to
if. It costs you nothin' at our hotel; me and the

, vcrnment is always happy to entertain old friends."'
group of people who had collected outside the

f 'cs to wa'eh for the discharge of prisoners, hearing
warder's parting shot, set up a titter. The younger

f 'he two flushed. Squaring his shoulders
"I holding up his head, he made toward the crowd

v th a gesture that was threatening. As though he
b 1 boon ctricken with smallpox, room was made for
him to pass, the men falling back hurriedly and grln-"l- ?

up at him in terror, the women
n'tenrg little shrieks and gathering in their skirts to
P'nid contamination.

He walked swiftly, anxious to get away from these
fitnesses of his degradation and to reach some spot
where his record was not known and he might be un-

ashamed. His white-haire- d companion tottered along
behind, half running in his feeble efforts to keep up;
at last, spent with the exertion, he cried, "Say, Knight'
!y, you ain't goin' to desert an old pal, are you?"

Baden Knightly turned. "What's the matter now."
he asked, fiercely. "You've got no claim on me. AH

that happened over there is past." jerking his head in
the direction of the prison. "I want to blot it out
from my memory, and you must be forgotten with it.
I'm going home to my wife, I tell you."

The old man bowed his head in assent and sniffled.
"All right, lad. All right," he muttered, and without
raising his eyes, turned to depart.

Knightly watched him shuffle a few steps, then called
him back. "Here; but, Billy, tell me what's the
matter?"

Hilly paused, but he did not come back. "I ain't got
nowhere to go," he faltered, "and no one to care
ivh-th- cr 1 stay in or come out. I guess the jail's my
home out here I feel somehow lost."

"Well, but what do you think I can do for you?"
"Dun'no'. Just let me be with you a little longer, I

Riicss. We was pals over there and now I'm so
durned lonesome that I don't know what to do
about it."

Billy's voice broke, and he fell to shedding the
easy tears of the aged. The next thing he knew
was that Knightly's arm was round his shoulders.
"Speak up, old friend," he was saying. "I'm going to
be so happy y that you must be happy too. Now
tell me, what is there I can do for you?"

"Let mc stay with you a little longer. I won't do
you no harm, nor give you away. I'll behave myself,

I'll just keep very quiet and pretend I don't know you.

Let old Billy 'company you part way on your journey.

When you're tired of him, all you've got to do is to
tell him to go. Then he'll wait till jou're out o'
sight and do something to get hibself arrested, and so
get back home over there."

Knightly thought for a few seconds; then, turning
nn his heel, "Conic on," he said abruptly.

They walked to the station in silence. It was Sun-

day morning, and the bells were ringing for service
On their way they met family groups moving church-

ward In th" jail-cit- y most residents were familiar

vtli (he fiit of a recently discharged convict; ll.iden
i i 'nlv nfii.rtd the humiliation of seeing mother

ir .'I'l'dtv'i, I -- llr In
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thickens at a hint of danger, as he passed. He won-

dered whether Lucy in the old days, before her hus-

band had become a pariah, would have behaved like
th.it. Billy didn't wonder. He didn't seem to notice.
He had been too long excommunicated to be able to
muster the power of resentment; after forty years of
such treatment, he took it as a matter of course. '

On presenting themselves at the ticket office, they
learned that an east-bou- train would be due in half
an hour. The agent looked at them hard, and fol-

lowed them with his eyes as they moved away. On
the first opportunity he communicated his suspicions
to the train despatcher; the train despatchcr handed
on his information to the baggage master; when the
cast-boun- d train drew in, the baggage master warned
the conductor and the brakeman; so by the time the
conductor had collected all the tickets, every pas-

senger on the train was aware that two
were aboard.

Knightly glued his face to the window, trying not
to notice the cruelty of the questioning eyes. He
watched the brightness of the spring, and feasted his
fancy on the greenness of the grass. It was two whole
years since he had seen anything like that; in the jail
all seasons had been the same an interminable stretch
of grayness.

At midday they drew into Scaford, a pleasant little
manufacturing town, and there they alighted.

"Billy," he said, turning to his companion, "this
is where I lived before my trouble came. My wife has
been true to mc, and has always believed that I was
innocent. She promised, when they took mc away, to
keep everything just the same, so that when I came
back we might pick up our life where it was dropped.
She hasn't kept her word, though; eight months after
they carried me off our baby arrived, so it'll be all
different. She hasn't seen me in two years I wouldn't
let her; and I've never had a glimpse of our little
child. So you see our first meeting will be very hard,
and and," his voice broke and he whispered the last
two words, "very sacred. Billy, good-b- y; I'm going
home now."

He held out his hand and the old man took it
gently. "Good-b)- -, pard, and good luck to you," he
said. "I never had no home and I never had no wife;
but I can guess what they means to those as have.
Our friendship was made in jail, and I don't yet know
what made a swell like you stoop to such a rotten old
bum as I've become at seventy. I'll be back behind
bars in a fortnight, I reckon; forty years in quod
have spoiled me for the world. I'll never forget you,
pard; and I hope to God I'll never set eyes on you
again."

Knightly let go his hand and clutched him tightly
by the arms, swaying him to and fro, peering down
into his eyes. He couldn't trust himself to speak yet ;

when he did, his voice trembled and his face quivered
like a woman's.

"Sec here, Billy," he said, "you're old enough to
be my father. My father's dead; he died two years
ago. I'm going to give you a piece of my mind.
You're an old fool. You're as good a man as God has
made, and you don't know it. I'm not going to let you
drift back to jail; d'you hear what I say? Another
sentence would kill you. Here s all the money I've got ;

I don't need it any longer. In four hours' time you be
round by the station entry; when I've explained things
to my wife, I'll come back and fetch you. You're going
to live with me until you find work. D'you hear that ? "

Without giving Billy time to thank him, he hurried
away.

The trolleys didn't run in Seaford on Sundays, so
he had to walk. He remembered with a smile that this
delay was his own doing, for, years ago, when he was
a prominent citizen, he had helped to put through
the Sunday anti-traff- ic law.

He came at last, on the outskirts of the town, within
sight of a house, surrounded by woodlands, standing
on a lull. Even at that distance he watched to see a
face at the windows. When he reached the entrance
into the grounds he could no longer restrain himself;
doubling up his arms, he broke into a run. He arrived
at the front door panting, and tugged at the bell. The
sound of it echoed faintly through the house. He was
a little disappointed in Lucy; he had notified her a
week ago that this was to be the day of days. That
she had not met him at the station was quite in order,
for he had begged her not to do so; but she might
have sent a carriage and even now she kept him wait-
ing. He grew impatient and rang again. Still no one
answered. He took to battering the panels of the door
with his feet and hands.

Presently he heard a movement in an upper room.
A window was pushed open and a shrill voice ex-

claimed: "Good Lord! Don't you know it's Sunday?
Making such a row and disturbin' folks' rest I"

He stepped hack from under the veranda on to the
lawn. A frowsy woman was looking down on him
from his own bedroom; her eyes were sleepy and she
was only partly dressed. He had never seen her be-

fore. "Well, speak up, man," she called. "What is
it that you want?"

"I want to get into my own house," he said, sharply.
"And who the devil are you?"

"Your own house, indeed!" the woman sneered.
"You look like it. This house is Mrs. Knightly's,
and she's gone away to the country, nine miles from
here. I guess I know who owns this house; I'm left
in charge."

She had withdrawn her head and was preparing to
slain down the window, when he stayed her by saying,
"Well, I'm Mr. Knightly, and I want to know my
wife's address."

She leaned out again with a new interest. "Oh, so
you're Mr. Knightly, arc you?" she drawled, surveying
linn from top to toe. "Wclfi I never! I've hecred
about vou. Got anything to prove it?

"Yes. I can describe tn you everything that's in
that room."

The wimau laughed brutally. "15ft yer you can't;
that was in this room has been moved out"

Uwr tr".i ''. nahivcr and siwji r i.ml convjug .,. prr.

suaded her to give him his wife's address. She wasn't
sure whether she was doing right about it, but there!
she pitied the poor gentleman, she said.

All through the long and dusty afternoon he
. ..i . . i.. ... . ..
iidiniii:u, u was a warm uy In spring ana tne eltort
was fatiguing. He was thirsty and hungry, having
eaten nothing since the prison breakfast. But it
wasn't his Dhvsical discomfort that trmihtrri M,. !,

was racking his brains to find an explanation for
Lucy's removal. An inspiration came to him. Yes,
that was the reason it must be so. She knew that it
would be hard for him to settle down at first in an
environment where everything was known. A few
weeks in the country, where they could overlive the
past and the disgrace of the jail would make things
easier. It was just like Lucy to foresee, and under-
stand, and plan.

But even now he couldn't imagine why she should
have failed to notify him. There could be only one
excuse that she had written and for some reason the
letter had not reached him. He hadn't heard from her
for a fortnight, which was curious. The letter had
probably been delayed or lost.

Toward evening he topped the crest of a hill and
looked down :nto a quiet valley. Its sides were divided
into pastures, in which cattle were grazing. He could
hear the lowing of the cows, heavy with milk, as the
bars were thrown down and the dairymen drove them
to the byres. Through the length of the valley ran a

.HMa

''So that was

river along whose banks the farms lay scahered. In
its verv heart was a village hidden in elms, throueh
whose branches the lights in the cottages twinkled.
Above the elms a spire jutted out; he wondered
whether she had prayed for him in the church that
morning, As he watched, the sun sank under a cloud
and the moon drifted up from obscurity. His eyes
filled with tears at sight of so much stillness and
beauty; it was so far removed from the clamor and
brutality of his last two years of experience. In a
storm of uncontrollable passion, he covered up his eyes
with his hands; the sudden kindness of the world was
too poignant more than he could endure.

At the foot of the hill he met a boy, and stopped
him to inquire where the lady lived who had recently
come to ihc valley. The boy scratched his head, re-

peating the words; then he brightened up and added,
"It's Mrs. Knightly you'll be meaning, 1 guess she's
got a baby."

At this point he seemed to take more notice of his
questioner and began to be less friendly. "Mrs.
Knightly is a great lady." he said; "she keeps a rig
and a girl to push her go-car- t. What d'you want with
her, anyway?"

Having convinced the boy that his business was im-

portant in spite of his soiled appearance, he was
directed to go straight clown the main street, past the
church, till he came to a double-fronte- d house with a
white cate and green veranda.

He went forwanl hastily until he reached the white
gate; then for the first time he hesitated A doubt
had shouldered its way forward from the back of his
mind what if she li'l nt want him? What if she
should be shocked at his outward change? But his

heart cried out for her. Mustering his energies, he
dragged himself up the path.

The door was answered promptly by a tidy maid,
dressed in black, wearing a cap and apron.

Was Mr Knightly at home? Yes, but Just at
present she was busy, putting baby to bed; could he
leave any message, or would he call again later? He
couldn't! Well, then, he had better step inside and
wait. What was his name? He wouldn't give it!
Then he could take a seat in the hall until Mrs.
Knightly was ready.

Left to himself, he gazed stealthily r id and pushed
open a door to his right ; he wi-h- r 1 .' t his first meet-
ing with Lucy to be quite private.

The room which he entered was evidently her favor-
ite. He recognized the furniture; fhe must have
brought it with her. A bowl of tulips stood on the
table; she had always been fond of flowers, he remem- -
. . . ,
hcrcn. A nook lav tnesine the liowl. He nirkerl it nn.- -- - -- -

.

rM"0US 10 sce what s!lc lla(1 ,,ccn rea,IinK- - !' was a
"nc f Tcnn'son: tI,c na8r Wil oncn at linoch

,
One passage had been underlined:

"But Enoch yearn'd to see her face again;
'If I might look on her sweet face again,
And know that she were happy.' So the thought
Haunted and harassed him, and drove him forth."

He smiled so she had been thinking about himl
In replacing the book his eye caught sight of a little
garment thrown across the arm of a chair. She had
been at work upon it; it was almost warm from her
grasp. The needle, full of thread, had been carefully
run into the stuff. He went upon his knees beside it,
and kissed it reverently; it was the first belonging of
his child that he had ever touched.

A footstep sounded on the stair; it approached
slowly, reluctantly. lie stood up. He tottered his
desire unnerved him and made him weak. Stretching
out for support, he covered gropingly with his hands
the baby garment which lay acros the chair. A mist
rose before his eyes, and with it came a sudden fear:
what if he should go blind before he saw her!

The door opened and his wife entered. He waited

jIIBi. IBk

the reason I:

for her to speak; but she said nothing. He had ex-

pected that she would rush forward with her arms
outstretched ; but she stood rigid. Then the blindness
left him; his heart ceased throbbing; the passion cooled
in his blood.

At last she spoke. Her tones were faint and
tremulous. "So you have found me out, Baden, and
have come!"

He stared at her till his eyes grew bloodshot. Then
somehow he felt that an excuse was necessary. Speak-

ing hoarsely, he said, "The woman at the house she
told me." Even to himself his speech sounded rude
and rough, like that of an outcast and a vagrant.

"But she didn't tell you everything about why I
left. She couldn't. I hardly knew myself until it was
done."

He made a desperate effort; he was determined he
would embrace her and stepped toward her. She

shrank hack against the door, crying in terror, "Don't,
Baden, don't. Not that." Then, as he halted, "How-h- ow

you have altered ! I would not have known you."
His pride was touched; his disappointment turned

to bitterness. In a voice thick with anger, he asked,
"Why aren't you truthful? Why don't you say it
right out?"

"Say what?"
"How I have altered for the worse I That was

what you meant. Now wasn't it?"
She did not reply; but, when he threatened to seize

her by the hands, she nodded dumbly.
They gazed on each other, embarrassed, as though

they had been strangers.
"Why was it that you left?" he asked at length.
She buried her acc in her ImnU ami her body was

shaken with sobbing. Catching her by the wriata, h
held her fast, so that she had to Jook up. "Conn
now," he muttered, "speak out Why was it that you
left? That at least you shall tell mc."

She panted, fighting to release herself. "Beeauat- -.
because of baby," she gasped.

He let her go and his face fell vacant. Staggering
away from her, he sank into the chair. She watched
him with mingled pity and repulsion.. So that was
the reason !" he whispered, gnawing at a hands mad
nodding his head, "because of baby."

Slowly intelligence came back to his eyes and he
glanced up at her. "But why because a baby?" he
faltered, and it was like a little child asking questions.
"Lucy, I've never seen her and I wouldn't tart her."

There was silence for a minute. The woman wai
steadying herself that she might tell the truth at last.
"While ' e were onlv two in thi umrM T nM C. . i
slip cat.! "J : .l- -

J
l.i . . wwiuu

. ueir..il.- i mc oaoy naa oeen a Doy, it wouldn'thave mattered so much. A boy can fight for himself
fml " Judged by his own worth; no one will aroid aboy because of his father. But snmphntv wkm U

. .. . .. " " "was a gln n seemed different. A girl can't fightbne isn it big and rough. She's so dependent on hermen. And if one of her men is the cause at her
ou know what I mean, Baden? It tsrft thati m cruel. I'm just saying what must be said. Whowould love or marry a girl if he knew that her father

Had been-- had been where you have just come from?"
((But you know that I was innocent?"
"Oli, yes, I know; but what about the world. Youcant make the world believe that You've served atwo.years sentence, and the world will never forget it"Then Im not only to be legally punished, butdamned eternally for a deed which you know I havtnot done? Is that it?"
un, uaaen, I m

.
so sorry.

.
But I can't helo it

"babv
1 adn" WU,d ',aVC Stood

f . C0Wa"1' 1 know' and
"',0tr mySe S for her" I "n't bear to think

B,,c woma nave to surfer if we lived together"He staggered to his feet and had his hand on thedoor knob when a thought stayed him. His lips
twHched and a last spurt of anger blazed into hiseyes as he turned upon her. "And why the devil didn'tyou tell me all this before?" he blurted out "Youmust have known a good twelve months ago that vouintended to desert me. What kind of an Iscariot areyou, to sit down and write me long loving letters-- allpretence with this hidden in your heart' If I'dknown a year ago, I might have got used to your cantand been able to bear it."

She crouched at his feet, for she feared murder: heeven brought Jierself to kiss his hands. He drew themaway from her so roughly that her lips spurted blood.
Good God ! he sneered, "what kind of a creature doyou think I am? You needn't flatter me. D'you sup-

pose I'd stoop to kill you?" Then he saw the blooiand Ins fury died out. He bent toward her tfll theirfaces nearly touched. "Lucy," he whispered, pointing
at her lips, "did I do that?"

She did not answer him, for her throat was parched,
with terror of death. He caught her in his atmi, and
did not notice how she shrank. Holding her tightly
to his breast, he said: "Oh, Lucy, tell me, why did
you write those letters? It was cruel."

"Because I was fraid to tell you."
"So you went away instead?"
Her lips moved, and the word they fraTne'd wai

"Yes."
"Poor little woman," he murmured; "poor little

woman!" Then he kissed her on the mouth and left
When he got back to Scaford it was nearing twelve.

The houses were in darkness and the saloons all shut.
The air had grown cooler and it had commenced tof
drizzle. He limped painfully; his feet were badly
swollen and he felt worn out. PIc loitered in his steps
1ml r rr mt't m a r 1.. 1 . - 1 1 .1 ........ 1 Jai.tiii,iiii.a lie nautu, UVCIIUIUC uy UI1I1C55, ClUocn
ing at whatever was nearest. Once, when he had
halted, he caught a policeman eyeing him suspiciously
straightening himself up, he tottered on.

He had just one desire in the world, and that was
to find Billy; he would understand.

At the entry to the station he stumbled across him,
His shoulders were huddled, his clothes drenched; ht
was beating his hands together to keep up circulation.
It required hut one glance to tell that this was not
the Billy he hadeft.

"Got any money?" was his first question. "Shpent
all yer gave me. Yer've kep' me waitin' mor"an four
hours. Had nothink ter do, sho I gor drunk."

Noticing the change in Knightly, he sobered up.
"Wor's the matter?" he asked. "Wouldn't sh'ave yer?"
Poor old pal ! Wor's we goin' ter do nex' !"

In looking at him Knightly felt nothing but pity;
but he was actually pit) ing himself. "So that's what
they'll force me to come to!" was the thought which
kept running through his head. Then, answering the
old man's question as to what they were going to do
next. "Get back," he said, shortly.

Billy stared in amazement. "Sho yer've found' that
out a'ready, have yer?" he stuttered.

Knightly paid him no attention. He was intent on a
scheme for obtaining rest. When Ik had completed
his plan, he outlined it to Billy, after which they
parted.

Going to the ticket office he asked for a lower berth
on the midnight express, which was due in half an
hour. The clerk, having filled in the number, ad-

vanced to the window, retaining the ticket and await-
ing the payment of the money before passing it across
to the purchaser. Knightly engaged him in conversa-
tion, speaking so hoarsely that it was difficult to maka
out what he said. The clerk bent farther and farther
forward in order that he micht catch his words,
Watching his opportunity, Knightly grabbed him by
the hand, tugging his arm through beneath the iron
grating till he held him firmly.

Billy, who had been hovering abouMhe ladies' room
on the other side of the ticket office, hearing tha
clamor, dashed his foot through the pane of glass in
the door which entered at the back. The moment
Knightly, peering through the grating, caught sight of
trim, he called to him to slip his hand through th
broken pane, unlock the door, and clear out all the
cash. Meanwhile, the clerk, gripped fast by the arm,
was bawling lustily for help.

Knightly saw the cropped head of Billy appeal1
through the shattered gla, then Ill's shoulder, and
at last his hand, groping dntnkenly for the key. Ho
had found it and was about tn turn it. when a club
descended on his neck. The club was raised and agaia
descended: then followed a shower of blows, sicken-
ing in their brutality. The old was beaten
down till, desisting from struggle, his body hung limph
through the door-fram- e and ceased to stir.

Knightly released the clerk; he had accomplished
his purpose. Making no effort to escape, he seated hinw
self quietly on the nearest bench. "That's done th
trick." lie muttered, gloomily, talking to himseliv
"We'll get back now. They'll give us seven years a(

least for that."
But in the case of Billy he waa mistaken, for BiTljf

was dead.
The trial wa soon over. By his second offens

Baden Knifthtfy had declared himself to be a darw
gerous crimtaal and had become an old hand. Withia
six weeks iiy had sent him back to prison, with 4
tn venrs sentence to work out
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